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Then when these should have drowned

And overwhelrn'd my heart,

The heart doth them confound^

Renewing all my smart.

Then doth flame increase,

My torment cannot cease,

My woe doth then revive,

And I remain alive,

With death still for to strive.

But if that ye would have my death*
And that ye would none other,
Shortly then for to spare my breath,
Withdraw the one or tothex.
For thus your cmelness
Doth lett itself doubtless,
And it is reason why
Ko man alive, nor I,
Of double death can die.

UX

TO wet your eye withouten tear,
And in good health to feign disease,
That you thereby mine eye might blear,
Therewith your other friends to please:
And though ye think ye need not fear,
Yet so ye can not me appease,
But (as ye list) fawn, flatter, or glosc,
Ye shall not win if I do lose.

Prate, and paint, and spare not,

Ye know I can me wreak;

And if so be ye care not,

Be sure I do not reck.

And though ye swear it were not,

I can both swear and speak

By God and by this cross,

If I have the mock yc shall have the loss,

LX

I LOVE, loved, and so doth she,
And yet in love we suffer still;
The cause is strange, as seemeth
To love so well and want our wilL